MEMORIES  OF   SIGMUND  FREUD

psycho-analysts in this country, admits that he had
the same feeling in the presence of the great man.
In the beautiful eulogy he wrote after Freud's death
he closes with the words, " He was, so to speak, made
of better stuff than ordinary people." In this,
however, I am at odds with my esteemed friend. It
would be truer to say that Freud was made of the
self-same stuff as all of us. But he moulded and
shaped and worked this paltry material with un-
ceasing labour and self-education, strove until he
formed himself into some greater figure, of a stature
unique in our age.

Let us avoid making a legend of him. He himself
would not have wished it. Some sixteen years ago
in Vienna, on the occasion of his seventieth birth-
day, his disciples were preparing a birthday
celebration. Then came the sudden death of Dr.
Karl Abraham, whom Freud perhaps considered his
most talented follower. Freud had heard of our
preparations and asked us to abandon them. " One
does not celebrate a wedding with a corpse in the
house," he said. He requested me to speak the
funeral address for Abraham at the meeting of the
Vienna Psycho-Analytical Society. Freud himself
was present, of course, but because of his illness he
refrained from speaking. After I had given the
address he pressed my hand silently, but on the way
home he commended me for mentioning not only
the virtues of our friend, but his faults also. " That
is just the way I should have done it, Reik," he said.
" The proverb, De mortuis nil nisi bonum, is, I think,
nothing but a relic of our primitive fear of the dead*
We psycho-analysts must throw such conventions